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By the sweet sea rosemary,
Long and still in the sunny grass
While my soul as a bird went free.

Never to see a town again,
Work or wear clothes or vote,
But have instead a magpie's
Bold eye and glossy coat,
And waterfalls and morning sun
And the full moon in my throat.

But, ah, the long slide down the wind
When the blue nor'-easter blows,
The quick turn in the bursting spray
Only the white gull knows!
And who will say a golden voice
Is a better thing than those?

To choose between two heavens

Would take a stronger head

Than mine, which solves no problems

But bids me when all's said

Lift up the same old weight of flesh

And take it to be fed.
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